Poitiers is topsy-turvy just now. Splendid family coaches, at least fifty years old and heavily laden, roll in clouds of dust; noble young men in black trousers, coats and hats, ride on horseback in the full sunshine ; the officers of the garrison have put on their most brilliant uniforms and most shining top-boots. Everybody runs, hurrying, perspiring and swallowing the dust, along a road which I can see from this garden, in order to go and look at a dozen lanky horses who will describe a circle round a dry, flat plain, and one of which will arrive before the others. Placards had been stuck as far as the department of the Nievre ; a lady asked me yesterday whether a great number of Parisians would come down. It has been the subject of conversation for the last fortnight.
The people in the house I live in are very respectable, and there are some pretty children. I was playing with one of them yesterday, and the mother took advantage of it to treat me to an hour's dissertation on maternal love. " My darling children ! can I ever bear to part from them ? Ah, I cannot be away from them for a moment! Without an effort I have given up Society for their sake ! " I stood, hat in hand, listening to these pathetic sentiments delivered in appropriate tones, and promised myself that never again would I turn on this hot-water tap. People here cannot understand that one does not wish to talk to them or to hear them speak; they are so charmed with their own words that they think every one is likewise delighted.
One of the most perfect chatterboxes is M. N., a good,
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